He lias a daily beauty ia bis life. 

That makes me vgly : and befides,the Moore 
May vnfould me to him ; there ftand Iinperrilh 
No,hc mull diejbe’t fo,I hearc him comming. Ent. Caf, !? 

Rod. I know his gate,ttshe,villaine thou dieft, 

Caf. That thruft had bin tr.y enemy indeed. 

But that my coate is betterthen thou think'ft, 

I will make proofc of thine. 

Rod. 0 1 am flainc. 

Caf. I am maind for eucr.light ho .murder, murder. 

Enter Othello. 

Otb. The voice of Cafsio, Iago keepcs his word. 

Rod. O villaine that I am. 

Otb. Harke tis euen fo. 

Caf. O helpc ho,light,a Surgeon. 

Otb. Tis he,0 brauc Iago,honcl\ and lull, 

That halt fuch noble fence of thy friends wrong. 

Thou teacheft me; — minion, your deare lies dead. 

And your fate hies apace; (trumpet I come; 

Forth of my heart, thofe charmes thine eyes are blotted. 

Thy bed luft-ftaind,fhall with lulls blood be fpotted. Ex. 

Enter LodouicoWGratiano. 

Caf. What ho, no watch, no pairige,murder, murder 

Grat. Tis fome milchancc,the cry ; , very direfull. 

Caf. O helpc. Lod. Harke. 

Rod. O wretched villaine. 

Lod. Two orthrec grones,it is a heauy night, 

Thcfe may be counterfeits, let’s think’c vnfafe 
To come into the cry wjthout more helpe. 

Rod. No body come, then fk all [ bleed to death . 

Enter Iago with a light. 

Lod. Harke. 

Grat. Here’s one comes in his (birr, with lights and weapons 

Jag. Who’s there ? whole noife is this,thac cries on murder. 

Lod. I dee not know. 

.Jag. Did not you hearea cry t 

Caf, Here,here,fhr heauens fake helpc me. 


yammo 


Jhe TblooreoJYcnice. 


■gr 


U", What’s the matter. 

G%t. This is Othello’s Ancient, as I take it. 
loi The fame indeed, a very valiant fallow'. 
l„. What are you here, that cry fo grecuoufly ? 

Caf. Iago,0 1 am fpoil’d,vndone by villaines, 

Giue me fome Wipe. 

lag. O my Lciutcnant : what villaines haue done tms . 

Caf. I thinke the one of them is hcere about, 

And cannot make away. 

lag. O treacherous villaines: 

What are you there ? come in and giue fome hclpe. 

Red. O, helpc me here. 

Caf. That’s one of em. 

lag. O murderous flaue,0 villaine. 

Rod. Odambd/*£ 0 ,Oinhumaine dog,— o,o,o» 
la. Kill him i’thc dark? where be thofe bloody thceuesr 
How Client is thisTowne t Ho,murder,murder : 

What may you be,nre you of good or cuill ? 

Lod. As you fhall proue vs,praifc vs.. 
lag. Seignior Lodotitco. 

Led. He fir. . 

lag. I cry you mercy : here’s Cafsiomitt by villaines. 

Grat. Cafsio. 

lag. How is it brother? 

Caf. Mylcgiscutintwo.. 
lag. Mary lieauen forbid : 

Light Gentlemen, fie bind it with my ftiirt; 

Enter Bianca, N 

Bian. What is the matter ho, who ift that cried ? 

Jag. Who ift that cried. 

Bian. O my dcarc Cafsio ,0 my fweetc Cafsio, Cafsio ,Caftit. 
lag. O notable ftrumpet : Cafsio may you fulpeCf 
Who they ftiould be, that thus haue mangled you? 

Caf. No. 

Gra. I am forry to find you thus, I haue bio to ft eke you. 

Bian. Alas he faints, O Cafsio, Gafsw, Cafsio. 
lag. Gentlemen all,I doe fufpefl this tralh 
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